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——— Quid enim ſperare nocentibus ægris 
Conceſſum? vel que non dignior hoſtia vitd ? 

Mobilis & varia eſt ferme natura malorum | 
Cum ſcelus admittunt, ſupereſt conſtantia. Quid fas, 

Atque nefas, tandem incipiunt ſentire peractis 

Criminibus. Tamen ad mores natura recurrit : 

Damnatos, fa, & mutari neſcia. Nam quis 
Peccandi finem poſuit ſibi, quando recepit 

Ejectum ſemel attrita de fronte ruborem ? | 

Quiſquam hominum eſt, quem tu contentum videris uns 

Flagitio ? dabit in laqueum veſtigia noſter 

Perfidus, & nigri patietur carceris uncum, 

Aut maris Ægæi rupem, ſcopuloſque frequentes. 
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The SAINT 


Prin to Heav'n, the Soul's Deſire i impart, 
Or offer penitent the contrite Heart : 


Say, bleſſed Saints, who prov'd this World below, 
If from theſe Sources Joys eternal flow ; 
Or if your Merits laid a greater Claim, 

Oh! ſpeak | and give thoſe glorious Ads a Name : 

Or rather tell, how you did trembling ftand, 

And ſcarcely hop'd to paſs on the Right Hand; 

Where now you intercede for Human Kind, 

And move the Mercy of the ternal Mind; 

Our Paſſions, and our Frailties you have GREY ; 
Unworthineſs, like ours, was once your Own 3 

For which to you the Knees of many bend, 

As Friends of God, and Man's prevailing Friend: 

So Sinners, who His angry Preſence fear, 

Addreſs to you, and think their Help is near: 

Such Prayers as theſe are often heard on High, 

Yet miſs thoſe Saints on whom fond Men rely. 

Happy the Saint we canonize to Fame, 

i known in Heav'n by uch a Deen Name: 
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4 
But ſome there are (leaving God's Mercy free, 
Suppos'd in Bliſs, in Bliſs muſt all Men be; 
An Inſtance, if it will not tire your Ear, 
Shall make this great PTE Truth more clear. 


Musciartr, of Paris, had of Wealth ſuch $tore, 

"Twas thou ght no Merchant there could boaſt of more : 
By Land or Sea his Gain did ſeldom miſs, 

And all good Fortune was compar'd to his : 

A Knight he long had been, at Court well known, 

His Services the King himſelf would own: 

For deep in Trathck he was skill'd, and knew 

What Profit would from every Branch accrue ; 

What to export, and where, he underſtood, 

And what prohibit for the publick Good : 

The Nation's Credit he had much at Heart, 

Of which, indeed, his great Eſtate was part; 

Ready with Purſe, or Counſel, he was found, 

And when retiring, made it keep its Ground. 
All this commands Reſpect, and he had more 

Than e're to his Degree was ſhewn before: 

With Peers of France, and Dukes of princely Race, 


| He often fat, without regard to Place: 
But he muſt leave theſe Honours, and attend 


The Brother of the King, his Royal Friend; 
Who, by the Pope invited, did prepare 

To go to Tuſcany, and meet him there. 

A num'rous Train for Grandeur he muſt take; 
Our Merchant, he was nam'd for Friendſhip's fake : 
No Place he fill'd, no Name of Office bore: 
Companion to the Prince, and nothing more. 


Before he went, he caſt up his Eftate, 
His Trade abroad was found exceeding great; 


Large Sums of Money to receive and pay, 

Returning Ships expected ev'ry Day; 

Orders to execute from various Parts, 

And others to diſpatch for foreign Marts. Fs : 
=: | DP 
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He choſe out ſeveral Friends to leave in Truſt, 
Moſt of them Merchants, punctual, fafe, and juſt. 
Their Charges all accept, their Pow'rs receive : 

A little more, Musc1aTT may take his Leave. 
One only Care remain'd upon his Mind, 
A proper, a ſuffrient Man to find, 
Who might to Burgundy his Agent go, 
His Debts recover, and his Intereſt know. 
The Mer of Burgundy had Craft and Art, 
They well could a& the moſt diſhoneſt part: 
He knew their faithleſs Nature would not ſtrain, 
To turn his Abſence greatly to their Gain. 
Perplex'd he thought, Who can this Buſineſs do? 
Objections riſe to all he had in view : 
One had not Cunning fit with theirs to meet, 
Another wanted Wit to find the Cheat ; 
A third too credulous, an eaſy Prey! 
A fourth his Buſineſs call'd a different Way. 
At length a right one to his Mem'ry came, 
And S1GNoR CHIAPPERELLo was his Name, 
Who hanging on, his Table oft did fill 
With Laughter loud, for he had Words at will; 
Law he profeſs'd, his Practice was but ſmall, 
The little he had done, was Falſhood all; EVE 
Forg'd Wills, and Deeds drawn up with twenty Flaws, 
To cheat th'Unwary, and evade the Laws. 
Oaths, which in France then greatly did prevail, 
The Evidence of one would turn the Scale; 
By him were ſwallow'd, either falſe or true: 
His Choice was what might beſt his Buſineſs do: 
His greateſt Pleaſure was in ſowing Strife, 
Between a Child and Parent, Man and Wife. 
To heighten Slander, or give Scandal Birth, 
Was Cauſe of Joy in him, and wicked Mirth. 
If late at Night you heard a doleful Cry, Na 
Found a Wretch butcher” d, and no Murd' rer nigh, 


B 


You 


= — 0 
A * 


—— 22 5 — 


ea i Seeds V4 ˙ 2 


... . EE Et Le 


. 
— OT TOY 


25 2 — — —— 


— 


* 
(NN 
Roy — 3 8 ä * 


2 e 


— 


[6] 


You run but very little Riſque to ſwear, 

That S16Nok CNHIAPPERRI I had been there. 
Him would you find? to neighbouring Brothels go, 
Where monſtrous Luſts in every Boſom glow; 
There drunk, the Glutton wears away the Night, 
And dreams of Crimes to meet the Morning Light. 
Why ſpend I Time in Words ? at once III fay, 

A Wretch more impious never faw the Day ; 

At Game a Cheat, a Thief, nay, Pilferer too; 
Yout can't invent a Crime he'd flick to do. 
Attempts were made to baniſh him the State, 

But ſtill he found Protection from the Great: 
MusciaTrT himſelf had ſhewn him too much Grace, 
For well he knew him infamous and baſe ; 
Though he had many flatt'ring, winning Ways, 
Could turn his. Words to Gold, and live by Praiſe. 
To Burgundy he's very free to go, | 

His wealthy Friend is pleas'd to have it fo. 

Beſides, without his Countenance and Power, 

He ſtood expos'd to Danger ev'ry Hour : 

Nor had he any Buſineſs to prevent, 

Or Means to live on there,. In ſhort, he went. 


| We'll leave Mus ciaTrT his Journey to purſue, 
To follow CHIAPPERELLO cloſe in View. 


At Burgundy arriv d, he ſtrait began 

To change the Scene, and act another Man; 
Quits b barefac d Vice, his uſual natural Part, 
And takes Hypocriſy to try his Art: 
His Age wou'd help that Character to play, 
For he was paſt the Zenith of his Day; 
Unknown, a Stranger quite the City through, | 
Except the Houſe his Friend had ſent him to;- 
Where liv'd zwo Brothers, Uſurers by their Trade, 
Who lent on Pawns, and vaſt Returns they made: 
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E 
Matives of Florence, which they left of late, 
With Hopes of raiſing quick a great Eſtate: 
To theſe Musc1aTtrT his Agent Letters gave, 
On whoſe Account they with Reſpe& behave ; 
Show him the Value thoſe good Fouchers "Wh 
And honour in their Houſe, as faid before. 


Now butt paſſes through his Mind, 
The Manner to perform what he deſign'd; 
Meek at the firſt, to ſee what they d impoſe, 
Then flaſh the Bully on em in the Cloſe. 


This wily Scheme twas loſs of Time to lay, 
His Fate determines quite another Way: 
The Snares of Death are circling round his Head, 
And ſtrong Diſtemper forces him to- bed; 
Weakens him hourly, Life retreats apace, 
The Doctors think it quite a deſp'rate Caſe: 
For he whoſe Life but one Debauch had been, 
Without a temp' rate Interval between; 
Had dreadful Shocks return with ev'ry Breath, 
And Symptoms very near a-kin to Death. 


The Brothers, who with Grief ſaw all that naſt 
Fearing that waſting Hour would prove his laſt, 
In Haſte confult, to ſhun- the great Diſgrace, 
Of giving Harbour to a Man. ſo baſe, 

So near the Room where CHniarPeRELLO lay, 


That he diſtinctly heard the Younger ſay: 


« He dies for certain, then begins our Shame, 
« Unhappy we! that ever here he came! 
« Conſider, Sir, if we ſhould fo cantrive, 
4 To ſend him out, while he remains. 5 5 
« We 'ſcape not their Reproaches, who will fa, : 
He was not n thus but tother Day : 
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* In Health their Gueſt, when ſick their greateſt an % 8 


e The bet Phyficians to his Help repair; 
When now, without the ſmalleſt Reaſon why, 
« They puſh the wretched Creature out to die. 

6“ Suppoſe he ſtays, he falls juſt like a Beaſt, 

ce His Soul's beſt Safety's what he thinks of leaſt : 

« That wicked Yretch will no Confeſſion make, 

« Nor one of all the Sacraments will take. 

« Should he confeſs, ſo horrid are his Crimes, 

« Repeated all ſo many thouſand times : ; 


ov 


« Caſes reſervd, and Sins of blackeſt Hue, 


« Which common Abſolutions reach not to: 
That unabſoly'd, the Caſe is juſt the ſame, 
His Soul he loſes, we ſhall loſe our Fame : 
His Body to the Dzzch ſhall out be bore, 
Whilſt /coffing Prieſts and Rabble croud the Door. 
« Inſtead of hallow'd Rites, the Voice ſhall be, 
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« Io conſecrated Earth has room for thee ; 


« No Maſſes ſung, to thee ſhall Comfort give: 

« How theſe Italian Dogs, theſe Uſurers live ! 

« Or rather, how they die | outcaſt and curſt, 

« Think you this one Example is the worſt ? 

« Mo; mark the reſt, obſerve, their latter End 
Will prove the Church has many a better Friend. 
« For me, at ſuch an Hour, I can't inſure 

« Our Perſons or Effects at all ſecure : 


For zealous Fury flies with ſuch Career, 


« It gives a real Cauſe for every Fear: 
« So, ſee the melancholly Chance we run, 
To fly the Place, or elle to be undone.” 
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The Dying Man heard all, 8 thought it hard, 
Their Care of him ſhould meet with ſuch Reward; 
With feeble Voice, tho ſtrain'd, he calls them in, 
Recover d Breath a-while, and ſpoke again: 


1 


Friends, 


CBI 

« Friends, I'm very weak, a little Space 
“Remains for me, and I have run my Race; 
“How wickedly, you know Well; now you fear, 
My dying in your Houſe will coſt you dear: 
*The Reaſons you have giv'n, are juſt and true, 
«* And what you propheſy, muſt then enſue: 
“ But I've a Stratagem, which you ſhall ſee 
“ Procure you Safety, and a Grave for me: 
« The Trouble I ſhall take, will be for you, 
« To me, when I am dead, What can they do? 


« By ſenſeleſs Clay, no Difference would be found 
« Between a Ditch and all their holy Ground. 


“ Now, you'll be witneſs of my lateſt Sin, 
If Life allows me Time to act it in; 

« Twill do me little Harm, for adding one 
« To all the mighty Numbers I have done; 

« I; but a Drop pour'd in upon the Main, 
« Or giving to the Sands a ſingle Grain. 
Get me a Prieſt, but chuſe a pious Man, 
« A little of a Bigot, if you can: 

« If he has Learning, twould not be amiſs, 
« But I'm afraid you'll hardly light of this; 
« However, look among 'em, pick the beſt, 
«© Conduct him here, and leave to me the reſt. 


Unknowing what he meant, and full of Dread, 
They gain'd but little Hope from what he ſaid : 
That little Hope was new, and full enough, 

To hurry for a Prieſt, and make the Proof. 

They ſcarce get out of Doors, befare they meet 

An ancient Fryar, who paſs d along the Street ; 

For Learning famous, but for Zeal much more, 
*Twas ſtrange they had not thought of him before: 
A Man ſo much in Farneſt, ſo fincere, 

They bleſs themſelves, and God, to meet him here. 
A little Ceremony brings him in, 


He ah their Tale by that they well ſoo: — 
: C “A Man 


[10] 
A Man expiring, pray make no Delay, 
« A Minute's Time may caſt a Soul away ; 


Quick to this Penitent, my Steps direct, 
&« Nor let his Loſs be charg d to our Neglect. 


The good old Father to the Chamber led, 
Said, . be here, and then approach'd the Bed; 
And with thy Spirit, the ſick Man replies, 
Who ſpeak'ft it to a Sinner e're he dies. 
The Brothers hearing this, at once withdrew, 
With aking Hearts, for all their Fears renew, 
Withdrew, but went no farther than the Place, 
Where CHiarPERELLo heard them ſtate his Caſe ; z 
There, ſoftly liſt ning with an open Ear, | 
A Whiſper could not paſs but they muſt hear. 


The Friar ſpoke Comfort to their dying Gueſt; 
That over, ask'd him when he laſt confeſs'd : 
His Anſwer was, „Alas! tis too long ſince, 
« A Week before this Illneſs did commence: 
« That very Day I weekly ſet apart, 
« To purge my Conſcience, and to cleanſe my Heart, 
« I'm ſeizd with Sickneſs, this does God permit, 
« Who meets, or diſappoints, as he thinks fit.” 


The Prieſt was greatly pleas'd ; faid he, My Son, 
Would all Mankind but do as thou haſt done, | 
| Their lateſt Minutes might be ſpent like thine, 
In contemplating Heav'n and Things divine; 
So late abſolv'd, forebodes an eaſy Task, 
Little for me to hear, and leſs to ask. 
« Oh! fay not fo, Father, you judge too faſt, 
« I dare not truſt to my Confeſſions paſt ; 
« ] can't be ſafe, for what if I've forgot 
« A ſingle Sin, and'that remains a Blot ; 
« That may condemn me, that may fink me quite, 
« And plunge my Soul in everlaſting Night: 
1 | 3 (c No 3 
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« No; from my Childhood I'll begin again, 
« And ſhed a dying Tear for every Sin; 

And you, good Father, if you hope to ſhare 
That Heav'n for which my Soul I'd now prepare, 
« Queſtion me freely, my Remembrance wake, 

« On my ſick Body no Compaſſion take: 
« My Fleſh and Blood I'd rather mortify, 

Than riſque a Soul I know can never die: 

« For which the Price of Blood was fully paid, 

« When the Great Sacrifice for all was made. 


A 
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Theſe Words from CHIAPPERELLO mov'd the Friar, 
Who promis'd to comply with his Defire : 
And firſt he ſpoke of Luft; © Dear Brother, fay, 


« Has this great Sin ere drawn thy Soul aſtray ? 


The Hypocrite who, ſighing, preſs' F his Hand, 
Said, Teach me to reply to this Demand: 
« Now when to ſpeak the Truth I hardly dare, 
« For fear Vain-glory prove a dang rous Snare. 
« Take Courage, faid the Prieſt, thy God ſhall hear, 
Who ſpeaks the Truth, may ſafely baniſh Fear. 


At this he ſeem'd convinc'd, and thus went on; 
« Tf you pronounce me right, my Doubts are gone: 
« No longer will I keep you in Suſpence, 
« Know I'm a Foe to all Incontinence. 
« Did I come chaſte forth from my Mother's. Womb? 
« Such, if I die, I fink into my Tomb. 


ec Oh bleſſed may ſt thou be wh 8 Voice | 
The Friar cry'd out, My deareſt Son, rejoice z * 
« Great is thy Merit, thou to conquer thus, Bil 
«© What ſeldom is ſubdu'd by one of us; 
« Whom holy Vows reſtrain, or ſhould reſtrain, - 
<« Yet our Reſiſtance often proves in vain. 
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Shame to the Prieſthood | thou, bleft Soul, haſt been, 
« What that avers, the World has never ſeen: 

« No; Nature is too ſtrong, that's the Pretence ; 

© And Vows, and Fear of Hell, a ſmall Defence: 

« "Tis Want of Strength, they have not Power, they cry, 
& When this Example gives them all the Lie. 


- 
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Juſt as he mention'd Prieſts, he call'd to mind 
Two other Sins, of the voluptuous Kind ; 
And theſe were Gluttony, and too much Wine; 
« Come, anſwer to theſe Crimes, if they are thine. 


« will, ſighs CHIAPPERELLO, I confeſs, 

Though not the greateſt, yet too much Exceſs : 

Not that I have not faſted ev'ry Lent, 

« All Vigils, Ember-weeks, with great Content; 

The two laſt Days of ev'ry Week beſide, 

« As Chriſtians do, who make the Church their Guide : : 


o 


ov 
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Nay, ſometimes for a Month, myſelf I've fed 


« With Herbs, and Water, and a little Bread: 

ce But then I've drank of that with ſuch Delight, 

« And eat of thoſe with fo much Appetite, 

ce] can't believe but Drunkards quench their Thirſt, 
And Gluttons gorge, without a greater Guſt: 
Lord Grant theſe ſenſual Crimes be purg d away, 

« In Fires which end before the Judgment Day. 
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« Merciful Mary / faid the Friar, forbear, 
« Small Pain in Purgatory thou ſhalt ſhare; 0 
« Load not thy Conſcience, What haſt thou confeſs d ? 
« That muſt not happen to the very beſt: 155 
« Bring me the holieſt Man, and let him faſt, 
« Twill give a Reliſh to his next Repaſt; 
« Which we believe a Bleſling on our Food, 
« The Child of Abftinence, and always good. 


&© No, 


1131 
cc No, no; not always good, return'd the Cheat, 
« With alter'd Voice, and well-diſſembled Heat; 
&« In Penance is it proper? when we ſtrive, 


c 
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But juſt to keep the Flame of Life alive: 

« Or in Devotion? Never tell me this, 

« But give me leave to ſay, you think amiſs: 

t Pray ſpeak me no falſe Comforts, tell me plain, 
That all ſuch Pleaſures are Religion's Bane; 

« That mixing groſs Deſires with Love divine, | 
cc Has ſhipwrack'd many Souls, it may be mine. | f 
« How that Thought racks me? Here he figh'd a-new, | 
As thinking this his ghoſtly Father's Cue. ( 


” 
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His ghoſtly Father prais d him to the Skies, | 
And blefs'd his humble Soul with lifted Eyes: 85 | 
« For Devotees in common, puff d with Pride, | 
« Were {wol'n too big for holy Cloaks to hide: | 

Great Zeal and Meekneſs join'd ! thy Path is made | 
« To Seats of Bliſs, and Joys which never fade. 
« But art thou avaritions ? I forget 
« That I have ſeveral Sins to ask thee yet: 

« Haſt thou not covered? That is, detai d | ” 4 
« From any one a Sum, not duly gait'd; 
« Or elſe defir'd it. Is thy Fortune made 

« Without Extortion, or à Cheat in Trade? 
« To Cz/ar haſt thou paid his conſtant Due? 
« Recall thy Life, and take a ſtrict Review. 
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« Dear Man of God, faid he, I greatly fear 
ec You cenſure me, becauſe you ſee me here, 
© Lodg'd with theſe Men, whoſe Uſury I deteſt, 
© And to diflwade them from, have done my beft : 
cc Ipain'd a little Ground, and hop'd to do, 
c What, dying, now I leave in Charge with you : f 
«© My Buſineſs here was this, for I diſdain 
© The very Thought of fach diſhoneſt Gaia, 
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© Let the Poor anſwer ; When my Father dy'd, 

ce Who left me rich, did I his Treaſures hide? 

© The greateſt Part I gave to the Diſtreſs d, 

“ And manag d in a little Trade the reſt: 

< My Profits ſeldom roſe to Three per Cent. 

© Though I with half of that was well content: 
« A Moiety, or more, has ſerv'd the Poor, 

« And opend many times the Priſon Door. 


The Prieſt ſhed Tears of To) , and lightly ſpoke 


Of Defamation, of a Promiſe broke 

Of bearing Witneſs falſe, Deceit, and Pride, 
And Malice, and a hundred Crimes beſide ; 

A whole Beadroll of Sins, both great and ſmall : 


The holy Man, in Bed, denies them all. 


« Oh! recollects the Friar, there's yet behind 
« A Sin, to which frail Man is much inclin'd. 
« Haſt thou been angry? —Yes; I own, faid he, 
« Often I've been ſo, to the laſt Degree. 
« To ſee the Wickedneſs which Men commit, 


« To hear their wanton Words, and naughty Wit; 
« With what Contempt they laugh at ſacred Laws, 
« And ſcoft at all Reproof, has been the Cauſe ; 
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Father, I've wiſh'd my ſelf cold in my Grave, 
Rather than ſee how ſinful Men behave. 


i 
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Could I refrain from Anger! Sure, I might; 


« Then ſomething whiſpers me, it was not right. 


* 


The Prieſt reply d, “ My Soul ſhall bear the Blame, 


« Which knows this Anger by another Name: 

I ſpeak of Rage, a Fever in the Soul, 

« A Boſom Tyrant, which Men won't controul ; 
« Great Source of many Sins, from whence ariſe 


Ihe Want of Charity, with Oaths and Lies; 


A 


Youths, how they live in Taverns, there they game, 
Swear away Truth, and drink away their Shame. 


« Blaſting 
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Blaſting of Reputations, wiſhing ill, 
Beyond our Power, that Witchcraft in the Will. 


Revenge comes in for part, the Dagger draws, 
And Murder follows from no greater Cauſe. 


« Ah! deareſt Father, CHI¹APPERELLo cries, 
Thoſe horrid Sins you name me, I deſpiſe. 
What Murder Think you, if I'd had a Thought 
But halt conſenting, not to Practice brought; 
That God had ever bleſt me, left me Grace, 

Or hope in Paradiſe to ſee his Face? 

Sure none, but Men intirely reprobate, 

Can let their Anger looſe at ſuch a Rate. 

To ſee a Murd'rer, how my Heart has bled |! 
Sinner, the Lord convert thee, I have ſaid. 
Amen, dear Chriſtian, was the Friar's Reply, 
Whoſe very Heart had ſprung at every Lie ; 
Shall I abſolve thee ? Holy Father, hold, 

Some grievous Sins of mine are yet untold ; 
The Sabbath I've not honour'd as I ought, 

In ſuffering Bread, if wanted, to be bought: 
Nay, on it, once I order'd to be ſwept, 


A little Chamber where a Pilgrim flept ; 


Forgetful as I was, — Son, don't complain, 


Nor let a Thing fo trivial give thee Pain. 

Oh! don't fay trivial, I muſt ſtop you there, 
The Sabbath can't be kept with too much Care ; 
Indulgent Heav'n, ſhould all that Day be prais d, 
In which our bleſſed Lord from Death was rais d. 


More he confeſs'd in this religious Strain, 
Nor miſs d the ſmalleſt Scruple he could feign ; 


Then paus d reſolv'd at laſt to top his Part, 


He fetch'd up Sighs, as from a broken Heart; 
He wept aloud, he ſhudder'd with his Tears, 
He groan d, Contrition at its Height appears. 
Son, ſaid the pious Prieſt, thy lab'ring Mind, 
Has doubtleſs to ſome fav rite Sin been blind; 
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Thy Sorrow ſhews it; What can this have been? 
What Snare has thy poor Soul been taken in? 
Worſe than before he wept : The honeſt Prieſt 
Stood mute, expecting Blaſphemy at leaſt ; | 
Both trembled, CHI¹APPEREL Lo ſhook the Bed, 
And fault'ring in his Speech, he, ſighing, faid : 
“ This Sin has lain a Canker in my Breaſt, 
« It never in my Life has been confeſs d; 
Shame has prevented: Oh! that I ſhould do 
« 'This Thing, which Pardon won't be granted to : 
“ No; it's too heinous, that I always thought, 
” Except almoſt a Miracle were wrought. 
« Ah! croſs my Boſom; Oh! I quite deſpair, 
10 = Soul is loſt, deb redeem'd by Prayer. 


«Loſt! ſaid the Friar, put all ſuch Fears away, 
« A Soul ſo pure, may bear a ſmall Allay : 
ce I'll anſwer to much more, for could it be, 
« That ev'ry mortal Sin had liv'd in thee ; 
« All which the World has acted hitherto, 
« All that till Doomſday it ſhall ever do: 
« Hadſt thou (knowing him Chriſt) without Remorſe 
« Been one, who lifted, nail'd him on the Croſs, 
To thy Contrition he would lend an Ear, 
« And cancel thee a Sin for evry Tear: 
« Fear not, confeſs it, keep thy Faith alive, 
« Believe that I my Power from Heav'n derive ; 
« Abſolv'd by me, thy Sins are blotted out, 
« Bliſs is thy Portion, Son, beyond a Doubt. 


« My Soul's Phyſician, I am much more calm, 
c Methinks, in evry Word you ſpeak, there's Balm ; 
« My Caſe requires it much: I was but young, 
« Yet old enough to gain an evil Tongue; 
« T cursd my Mother, ' ſhe whoſe tender Breaſt, 
« Was often bare, to give me Food and Reſt ; 
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1 
Who nine long Months, my Burden did ſuſtain, 
Then bore me to the World with grinding Pain; 59 J 


« Yet I could curſe her There's a monſtrous Son! | 
* Except you pray, I'm ſure my Souls undone. - 


| 
The Confeſſor proceeds: © My Soul for thine, - | | 
« I hope to live to kneel before thy Shrine: . N 
e This was a Sin; but thou a little Child, 

« By ill Example more than Rage beguil 5 

Might' ſt be induc'd to learn ſome Wicked speech, 
Whoſe Senſe thy Underſtanding might not reach: 
Or if it did, had'ſt thou, I ſay, blaſphem'd, | 

A greater Sin than thine, muſt that be deem'd : 
Yet, on Repentance, we're oblig'd to give 

Full — and that Soul 8 live. 
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Confeſſion 8 . FR uſtal Form RF WY | 
The Church does ſtill on this Occaſion uſe 5 
He bleſs d him, and abſolv'd him, quite Jecely' d, 
This Legend of his Life was all believ d. | 
To hear a Man at Point of Death confeſs, 

Moſt Folks believe, and he could do no leſs. 
« Thy Life, fays he, -is in thy Maker's Hand, 
« He can prolong i it thee, at his Command: 
« But if thy pious Soul has run its Race, 
Thou ſoon in Heav'n ſhalt find a reſting Place: 
« Thy Body in our Convent well receive, | 
« Which may promote Religion, with thy Leave : 
( To ſpeak of the Confeſſion thou haſt made, ow 
« Is my Requeſt, when thy bleſs d Head is laid.” 
« Father, what you think proper ; ſhould I die, 
« I'm more than willing in your Church to lie: 
What a bleſs'd Providence ! lodg'd ſafely there, 
I truſt to be the Subject of your Pray r. 
Am I prepar'd for Death ? My Soul ſays Go. 
Not till the bleſs d Communion makes me ſo; — 
. 85 „ hunger 
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ec J hunger for it, I muſt beg your Haſte, 

« Conſider how my laſt few Minutes waſte ; 

« Bring me that real Body of our Lord, 
Which chang d its Subſtance at thy powerful Word; 
«* With this, the laſt, the holy Unction bring, 

4 That conquers Death, and takes away his Sting. 
The Friar wiſh'd for Wings, his mended Pace 
Beſpoke his Errand ſome important Caſe 

Back with his Sacraments he made ſuch Speed, 
The Time would ſcarce allow to fay the Creed. 

A Devil, might we ſay, the Hof? receivd, 
But that he neither trembl'd, nor believ'd ; 
Tapers were brought, the holy Oil was pour'd, 
The Ceremony ſung, the Saints ador'd : 
The whole concludes, with Bleſſings not a few, 
Die when he will, there's nothing more to do. 


Softly the B key left their private Stand, 

Quite big with Laughter, they could ſcarce command : 
Bleſs us, they cry'd | Lord / what a Creature's this! 
Whom neither Fears of Pain, nor Hope of Bliſs, 
Nor Sickneſs, Death in fight, has kept in Awe, 
From acting what but now we heard and ſaw. 
Strange Boldneſs | ſure he thinks his Soul ſhall die 

As Bodies do, which ſoon forgotten lie: 

Think as he will, his Cunning ſtood our Friend, 

The Church is cheated, we have gain'd our End. 


They reaſon d thus, when the pretended Saint, 
With talking weaken'd, grew prodigious faint: 
His Spirits foro d beyond their proper Flow, 
Return no more their ancient Courſe to ænow- ; 
The Buſineſs of his ill-ſpent Life was done, 

And CHiarPPERELLo dy at Setting-Sun, 

Mean time the Prieſt, bleſt Tidings home did bear, 
He told his Brotherhood the whole Affair: 
They one and all agree, a Man ſo juſt, 
Commands the greateſt Rey rence to his Duſt : That 
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That it's a Treaſure worth a Diadem, 

An Honour to their Convent, and to them: 

For Miracles muſt certainly be wrought, 

By one whoſe Sin is but one childiſh Fault. 

That Night the Friars all a Vigil kept, 

Severe, and long, for many never ſlept : 

The Morning come, their Veſtments they prepare, 
Relicks and Croſſes, and their Books of Pray'r. 

In grand Proceſſion thus they mov d along, 

With flow and awful Steps, and ſolemn Song. 
The Corps expos'd upon a Bier was plac'd, 

A Croſs of Maſly Gold its Boſom grac'd : 
Behind increaſing Crowds, all Ears and Eyes 
Preſs forward to be told a thouſand Lies : 

At laſt they reach the Church ; deep Silence reign'd, 
Till CHIAPPEREL LO Prieſt the Pulpit _ 
Then he began, told his Confeſſion o're, 

The very Words which you have heard Oy | 

He dwelt upon his Faffs, his Holy Life, 

His Charity, his great Diſlike to Strife ;. 

His wondrous Chaſtity, his Innocence, 

And Fear of an Appearance of Offence. 

How righteous he had been in all his Ways, 

Was Matter to the Prieſt for ample Praiſe : 

The Curſe was mention'd, how much Pains it coſt, 
To make him ſenſible he was not loft : ALE 


That God would pardon him © Whilſt moſt of you, 


« Without the ſmalleſt Fear, ye ſinful Crew, 


c For evry Straw you ſtumble at, will ſwear, 5 on EO? 


And anger God, I wonder how you dare,” 
Words from a Prieſt ſtrike Terror in the Crowd, 
If ſpoken with ſtrong Emphaſis and loud; 
The Multitude was mov d, Devotion foe, 

All wait with Pain to hear the Office cloſe : 
Juſt like a Panick, Superſtition ſpread, 

The People throng to kneel and kiſs the Dead; 
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The Tomb of CRHIATER EL LO gain 4 ſuch Fame, 18 


Moſt of the zealous Vot' ries thither came: e . 
The former Saints, perhaps, ſometimes prevails,” 1113 
But then Saint CHiaPPERELLO never fail d. 
x Came a dejected Mind? its Help was ſure : 5 5 or ö 


Came a diſtemper d Soul? it found a T. 


. The Miracles which many thought he did, V 
KK Are not a few, nor in Oblivion hid: VCC 
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But for our Pray rs, thoſe to the Dead addreſs'd, | „„ 
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